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but i'm yours, you know 


by evelynegrey 


Summary 


"Everything's an equal share. That should mean the location of the treasure, too." 


Stand alone prequel to we deserve much better than we've had 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


I hope the fences we mended 

Fall down beneath their own weight 
And I hope we hang on past the last exit 
T hope it's already too late 


It's late by the time Barbossa is relieved of his evening watch and able to leave his post at the 
helm. The wind has lost its vigour and the waters with it, but not before causing considerable 
damage to the hull and sail in the storm that had hit them but a day out of port. The Pearl remains 
afloat and limping along the best she can, yet hardly prepared to withstand another bout of bad 
weather. Or worse still—battle of any kind. The thought of making such an easy target, of feeling 
like helpless prey, is enough to set Barbossa's teeth on edge as he swiftly climbs the stairs to the 
main deck. 


And still the captain does not see fit to change their bearing. 


Despite the late hour, there is warm light spilling through the frosted glass of the captain's cabin, 


and Barbossa stops to knock twice before letting himself inside, foregoing the formality of an 
invitation. Jack sits in his ornate chair beneath the windows, bent over a sprawling map that 
extends across most of the surface of the table. He is dressed down to his shirt and breeches, his 
pistol lying next to him, glinting in the candlelight, and as Barbossa enters the cabin he is spared 
but a cursory glance before Jack returns to his perusal of the charts. 


Barbossa takes a dignified seat in the chair opposite, watching Jack walk the compass caliper with 
precise movements across the parchment. 


“T take it we be on the proper course?” he says into the silence, and Jack glances at the compass 
lying open next to a half empty bottle of rum. 


“Your sense of direction has yet to fail you, Hector,” Jack confirms without any particular 
inflection to his voice. “Anything to report?” 


Barbossa reaches for the bottle, and Jack makes no move to stop him even as his eyes dart to it 
briefly. Barbossa takes his time in letting the harsh liquid swirl past his lips, savouring the taste on 
his tongue and the warmth that spreads from his lips down to his belly, chasing the night-time chill 
from his limbs. Rather than answer the question, he says, “Are ye certain this is wise, Jack?” 
Waiting for his captain to lower the caliper and finally meet his gaze. “Does it not concern ye that 
we have lost speed so soon out of port? If we turn her around now we could be back out in less 
than a week's time, and able to defend ourselves too, should the need arise.” 


“We don't have the funds to repair her,” Jack answers him evenly. “Hence the urgency.” 


“So ye can understand then,” Barbossa says patiently, “if the men be gettin’ restless and wary of 
your claims. There be far more reliable ways to fill our pockets than chasin' after Aztec gold.” 


“But none as profitable,” Jack argues, reaching for a cup on the table and bringing it to his mouth. 
As he tilts his head back to drink, the light exposes his neck, revealing the large bruise that 
blossoms like wine-stains around his throat. Barbossa imagines he can see the darkened imprints of 
his own fingers there, black against the smooth expanse of skin. “The men would do well not to 
bite the hand what feeds them.” 


“Then ye better do a bit of feedin',” he snaps, irritated by the strange mix of lust and discomfort 
that stirs at the sight. “Ye've given them nothin’. If the treasure be an equal share, why not the 
location?” 


Jack eyes him over the rim of his cup, his expression a carefully constructed mask of indifference 
before he speaks. “Because there is currently no need for them to know, as I don't plan on dropping 
dead before we reach the end of our venture.” 


Unbidden, the image of Jack on deck in the middle of the storm rises to the forefront of Barbossa's 
mind. Jack urging the men to hold their positions. Towering walls of water, driven by powerful 
winds, slamming into the ship. A rope had come loose from its knot to whip about in the wind, and 
Jack had caught the full force of its swing as he tried to catch it, nearly tumbling over the rail as he 
struggled to maintain his grip. Barbossa had watched it all play out from the helm, unable to leave 
his post for fear of losing momentum and having the hull smashed in the troughs between waves. 


Ironically, it had been that shivering feeling laying siege to his chest that had caused him to later 
strip Jack down and press him to his bunk, curling angry fingers around his throat in an attempt to 
regain some semblance of control. It wasn't until the life had drained from Jack's eyes that 
Barbossa had felt satisfied to let go, making certain he was still breathing before rolling off him 
and letting his own pulse slow to a steady beat. 


Now, he feels that control slipping as Jack watches him with inscrutable eyes, somehow able to 
maintain his upper hand even whilst bearing the marks of Barbossa's ruthlessness. 


Taking a deep breath to steady himself, he says, “Ye best give 'em something, lad, or I fear there be 
talk of mutiny before ye see fit to let them in on your plans.” 


At this, a dangerous glint appears in the captain's eye, his lips drawn into a thin line of displeasure. 
“And what are you doing to quell such notions, hm?” 


Refusing to back down now, Barbossa says, “There be little comfort I can give a fretful mind when 
ye have not seen fit to give me a scrap more than ye have given them.” 


Jack takes a deliberate sip from his cup, setting it down neatly. “I see,” he says, and rises to his 
feet. “That the men might grumble I can understand,” he continues quietly whilst rounding the 

table and resting his weight back against the surface in front of Barbossa, crossing his arms and 
fixing him with a glittering stare. “But you, Hector? Have I not given you enough?” 


He knows to what Jack is referring: the unusual privilege he's been afforded, even for a first mate, 
to have gained unrestricted access to the captain's private quarters as well as his flesh. To take his 
pleasure when he wants and how he wants it, unencumbered by the need to wait for leave to go 
ashore. For certain, these things are enough to keep a man performing his duties without complaint 
for a year or two, but it's becoming increasingly clear to him now that he has yet to gain an inch of 
leverage towards his true goal. Jack may have given up his body to him with little regard to what 
it's worth, yet his integrity remains, along with his secrets. 


With dignified grace, Barbossa stands and takes one measured step into Jack's personal space. 
“Aye,” he says, allowing none of his frustration to show on his features, “that be true.” 


Jack looks at him in silence as if waiting for the other shoe to drop, and with the light painting his 
skin a shimmering bronze, eyes black as tar, he is arrestingly beautiful. Barbossa has always found 
him so, even before he learnt of the reason for his delicate build and softer features. He doesn't 
doubt that Jack would have been exceptionally handsome had he been born a biological male, but 
there's something about his natural femininity that can't compare to the other boys Barbossa had 
seen fit to put his hands on in the past, or even the women he still occasionally frequents on their 
brief visits to port. 


With carefully controlled movements, he removes his hat and drops it on the table, then lifts his 
hand to Jack's face. Though Jack doesn't flinch, there is an almost imperceptible change to his 
expression, the quick deflection of a wince perhaps, before Barbossa's thumb makes contact with 
his jaw. Fear? he wonders as he tilts Jack's head to press his lips to the tender skin at his throat. 
Had he truly gone too far this time, to cause the urge in Jack to withdraw from his touch? If so, it 
would have to be remedied at once, he thinks, even as the idea of any genuine submission from the 
boy sends a hot thrill through his bones. 


The ship creaks ominously as Barbossa lets his tongue swipe over the swollen bruise like a dog 
tending to his master's wounds, and still Jack does not move to uncross the arms over his chest, or 
to respond in any way. Barbossa lets his hands lower to Jack's thighs, pressing his thumbs into the 
dip of his groin, and when that doesn't spark a reaction, he does something he has never done 
before in his life—he kneels. Jack's head tilts slowly down to stare at him with blank eyes, his arms 
finally unwinding to braze himself against the table as Barbossa makes quick work of the buttons 
on his breeches, tugging them swiftly down past his knees. 


“What's this?” Jack mutters, even as Barbossa leans in to press his tongue to the soft flesh between 
his thighs, earning him a startled intake of breath. 


Though it irks him greatly to have to explain himself in an already undesirable situation, he forces 
himself to lean back and look up to meet his captain's eyes. “An apology,” he declares, “for what 
it's worth.” 


Jack says nothing as Barbossa goes back to his task, but he is soon unable to keep a throaty groan 
from escaping his lips and his hand from fisting in Barbossa's thinning hair, pulling it free of its 
cloth. Barbossa grunts but makes no move to stop him. It's not that he doesn't like the act itself, 
merely the implications of crawling on the floor like some wretched mutt. Yet the pain that spikes 
as Jack grabs a handful of his hair and pulls is familiar enough to the way their coupling usually 
goes that by the time Jack is panting like a beast in heat, Barbossa is in half a mind to turn the boy 
around, bend him none-too-gently over the table, and stuff him full from behind. 


But that won't do this time, he thinks regretfully, as per his determination to show the full extent of 
his remorse. Instead, he considers finishing Jack off where he is and being done with it, but that 
would do little to relieve his own growing need, and would likely not suffice as more than mere 
groundwork for his great design. 


Ignoring Jack's frustrated whine, he pulls back and wipes his mouth on the back of his hand, his 
knees protesting vehemently at the strain as he climbs slowly to his feet. Jack is glaring at him 
from beneath long lashes, cheeks flushed and pupils blown, but he remains unusually quiet as 
Barbossa sheds his coat and belt, lifting the leather baldric from his torso and slipping the cloth 
from his tangled hair. Like this, he imagines that Jack is able to see him as an equal. Not a 
conniving villain or some ostentatious crook, but a man—capable of warmth as well as violence, 
and of regret when faced with the severity of his crimes. 


Slowly—carefully—he moves closer, feeling Jack's thighs part around his waist as if expecting 
him to get right down to business without preamble, keeping it quick and rough the way it usually 
goes—the way they've both got used to handling each other whether it be on his initiative or Jack's 
own. Instead, Barbossa buries his fingers in the thick hair at the back of Jack's neck, tilting his 
head up to meet his gaze before leaning down to kiss him. Jack exhales hard through his nose as if 
blind-sided by the gesture, and Barbossa can't blame him. They don't kiss often, and when they do 
it's with lashing tongues and teeth; not this slow press of lips on lips that seems to recall something 
other than blind greed and lust, as Jack finally opens his mouth to kiss him back. 


His breath is warm and sweet like rum-soaked apples, and Barbossa thrills to hear it catch in his 
throat, his pulse skittering where Barbossa's thumb rests against his pulse point, underneath the 
bruise. He doesn't press on it, doesn't pull on Jack's hair to hear him hiss in pain, but curls his 
fingers in it instead, wrapping his other arm around the boy's back to bring him close and feel the 
heat of his skin against his own; his sharp ribs beneath the shirt, his arched spine. Jack breaks the 
kiss only to bury his face in Barbossa's neck as his hand finds the top of his breeches, his breath hot 
and fast against his ear. 


“This how ye want it?” Barbossa pants, gripping the back of Jack's thigh to hook his leg around his 
waist, not really expecting an answer as Jack manages to pull him free of his restraints. 


“About time, too,” Jack murmurs, sweet as honeyed wine, and guides him inside. 


The pleasure sparks like fire to a fuse—like flames licking his insides, igniting in his bones. Jack 
lets out a heartfelt groan and clings to him, his fist pressed to the base of Barbossa's spine, holding 
him there, as if worried he might draw away and leave him cold. Barbossa inhales the saline scent 
of his matted locks and lets out a slow, shuddering breath, using the leverage of Jack's leg to rock 
into him once, then again as Jack loosens his grip a little, allowing him some leeway. Sweat 
gathers at his temples as he begins to thrust in earnest—deep and slow the way he knows Jack 


wants it when he's already close and able to reach his climax without the aid of his own helping 
hand—and in those short, glorious moments before he stiffens (before they both do and the world 
winks out like a star in the night), he appears to Barbossa near radiant with his own glowing light; a 
light by which to navigate the dark, and all the deep waters off the edges of the map. 


There is bliss for a time. There is surrender. There is the taste of apples still on his tongue, when he 
comes to. No blood, he thinks dazedly, as he swipes his tongue over his teeth—no stinging 
scratches, nor bruises swelling along the length of his jaw. No pain to go with the pleasure. There 
is only the welcome fatigue, the gentle rocking of a ship beneath his feet, and the warmth of a boy 
in his arms, resting. 


“We're almost there.” 


Barbossa feels it like a vibration in his chest, a stirring of the air against his bare collarbone where 
his shirt has slipped nearly off his shoulder, and he finds—through the profound haze of lingering 
contentment—that he has no idea what Jack is talking about. 


“Here,” Jack says, leaning back, leaning away from him, and puts his finger to the map, indicating 
an empty, unremarkable spot of water in the middle of the sprawling sea. “Or thereabouts. Even at 
this pace, I expect we shall have our pockets full and the ship repaired within the week, like you 
wanted.” 


He smiles—a hopeful thing, a pardon. And that's what this is, Barbossa realises as Jack puts his 
soft hands back on his chest, tilting his head up to press his lips to the corner of his mouth, wetly. 
It's a peace offering—an olive branch. 


It's a chance to start anew. 


“Are you coming to bed?” Jack murmurs, bringing Barbossa's racing thoughts to a grinding halt. 
He looks at him—at his glistening lips, his smooth, hairless cheeks, and those eyes. Barbossa 

looks into those black pools of sinful temptation, and hesitates; feeling the cavity around his heart 
flood with something other than zealous triumph, more reminiscent of how he'd felt in that moment 
at the helm—powerless and weak; helpless and afraid. 


And like all those times in his long, gritty life when he's been made to feel like he is not the master 
of his fate, he lets dread give rise to anger, and anger to resolve. 


“Not yet,” he says, his hand shaking with restrained emotion as he lifts it to the boy's face for a 
final, placating kiss, feeling the warmth slip like water through his fingers as he turns away to get 
dressed. “There's a few things need seein' to first.” 


“Alright,” Jack says, untroubled as he toes off his boots and leaves his breeches in a pile on the 
floor. “But don't wake me. I've had enough excitement for one night, I reckon.” 


A second later, he disappears into their shared sleeping-quarters, and as Barbossa turns to reach for 
the cabin door, refusing to acknowledge any small twinge of regret that might threaten to ruin this 
hard-won moment of victory, he thinks: 


You were right, Jack. You were right to be afraid. 


End Notes 
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